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BOOK 1: THE CRIMSON 
DRAGON 


Prologue 
TI saw that lurking daemon 
inside him. I watched as it 
tried to overtake him. If I 
had known him then as I do 
now, I might have been 
able to help. 


- Alex Volkov: Corvan Civilian 

Jaygo Yen Kale smiled as he jumped off the hover truck he had 
hitched a ride in and slung his large, nylon bag over his shoulder. He 
looked up through the dark night at his home. 

“5 years,” he said, as the warm rain misted down on him, “TI can’t 
believe it’s been so long.” 

The house stood on top of a cliff and had a large iron gate 
surrounding the property. It had been freshly painted red. His parents had 
been busy. 

He noticed the insignia of his family crest on the gate’s door had 
slanted due to the heavy rain. With tender reverence, he repositioned it, 
ignoring the water that splashed on him. He bowed his head, clapped his 
hands, and said a quick prayer. 

As he entered the gate, he looked at the cherry tree on the front 
lawn. It had almost fully blossomed. 

It reminded him of the day he left. He was just a kid at the time, 
barely thirteen. 

His brother Ian had given him a gift that helped keep him warm in 
the frosty mountains. Jaygo still had it in his bag. 

“Whenever you're cold or stressed,” Ian said, wiping a smudge of 
grease off his face, “This will provide some warmth. I know the mountains 
are cold.” 

Jaygo touched the tree, which offered no respite in the rain. He 
didn’t care. He had been away too long, away from Jan for too long. He 
wanted to savor his return. 


Jaygo glanced at the porch, which sat a few feet away from the 
cherry tree. It was the last place he saw his father. 

“It’s a great honor,” his dad said, “Your grandfather would be 
very proud of you.” 

Jaygo nodded, “I know. I just hope I can live up to his name.’ 

His dad smiled, “You already have.” 

Jaygo lowered his head, the rain pouring down on him. The five 
years he spent training had been grueling, but they shaped him into a man. 
He was proud to be his father’s son. 

He looked back to the gate one last time, remembering where he 
last saw his mom. She and his best friend Lynn had helped him load up 
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Lynn’s hover car there. 

Lynn’s orange hair seemed to dance in the breeze, and his green 
eyes were as soft as the green grass. Lynn put an arm around Jaygo’s 
shoulder as the two walked over to where Jaygo’s mom was closing the 
trunk. 

She looked at him, tears in her warm, brown eyes, “You'll write 
to me every day, won’t you?” 

Jaygo grimaced, remembering that. He had not kept his word. He 
hadn’t even told his parents he was coming home. He wasn’t worried, 
though. His smile returned as Lynn’s last words rang through his ears. 

Jaygo stepped out of Lynn’s hover car. Jaygo looked up at the 
looming mountain that would be his home for years. The air around was 
frigid, though no snow littered the ground. Lynn threw Jaygo his pack, 
knocking Jaygo down in the process. The two of them started laughing as 
Lynn helped Jaygo up. Jaygo stopped laughing as he thought about his 
family. He’d be gone for so long. He stared at Lynn, afraid to ask his 
question. 

“T’ll take good care of them,” Lynn said, “Don’t worry.” 

Jaygo nodded as he picked up his pack, “It’s a promise.” 

Jaygo hadn't worried about his family because of that promise. 
Lynn was more than his best friend; he was like an older brother. Jaygo 
turned to face the front door, excitement building. He couldn't wait to 


3 


show Ian the cool techniques he learned, to feel his mother's warm 
embrace, and see his father's approving smile. Most of all, Jaygo couldn't 
wait to thank Lynn for everything. He owed Lynn a debt he could never 
repay. 

As he approached the front door, something felt off. The air was 
heavy, like thick fog. The hairs on his arms raised. Jaygo frowned. What 
was going on? 

He inspected the door, and his mind caught up with what his body 
had already sensed. Something was wrong. 

The door was ajar and crooked. Jaygo narrowed his eyes, noticing 
the broken top hinge and splintered doorframe. Heart racing, he opened 
the door. Jaygo told himself everything was fine. His parents would 
explain the door had been broken in the storm, and his dad would ask for 
help repairing it. They would laugh about his scare by night's end. 

Jaygo entered the dim living room. His blood froze as he looked 
down. 

His family's bodies were strewn across the floor, covered in blood. 

For a moment, Jaygo stared at them. The walls seemed to spin and 
lengthen. The only thing motionless was his family. Instinct took over, 
and he ran to them. 

"Mom, Dad, Ian!" he shouted, kneeling beside them. Jaygo turned 
his brother's body in his hands. It was still warm. Ian's lifeless eyes stared 
at him, frozen in terror. 

This can't be real, Jaygo thought as his vision narrowed. It's not 
possible. This has to be a nightmare. 

"Tan, Ian. Ian!" 

He shook his younger brother, whose blood spilled onto Jaygo's 
hands. Ian didn't respond. His lifeless brown eyes stared past him. 


"No!" Jaygo screamed, his voice echoing in the room. He rocked 
Ian, hoping for something, anything, to happen. 

After several minutes, Jaygo laid Ian on the wooden floor, afraid 
to let go. It felt like his heart was in his throat. 
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He could hear the storm outside, its sparse light illuminating the 
living room. 

He didn't know whether to scream or cry. The walls, which had 
been expanding, now closed in around him. 

He saw his mother's lifeless body, her hand outstretched to his 
younger brother, her black hair drenched in blood. She had been reaching 
for him, trying to protect him, even in her final moments. Jaygo raised his 
hand to cover a scream before realizing what he was doing. He looked at 
his bloodstained hands, hands stained with Ian's blood, and threw them 
back down in horror. He fought down the urge to vomit. 

His father lay beside her, a final look of shock on his pale, dead 
face. His white shirt was discolored beyond recognition. This isn’t right. 
This can’t be real. 

Jaygo clenched his fists tightly as a hot liquid began to run down 
his cheeks. A horrendous noise surrounded him. Jaygo realized it was his 
own voice. 

He stood up, legs shaking, breathing ragged. He could still picture 
his younger brother playing in the living room, a smile on his face. He 
remembered his dad's proud look when Jaygo had been chosen for 
training. He recalled his mother's worried expression as he set off... 

He couldn’t move his body. Not to scream, not to get help, not 
even to breathe. It was like someone stabbed his heart and chained it to 
the ground. 

He didn’t know how long he stood there crying, unable to move. 
Long enough for his throat to become hoarse. Long enough for the world 
to end. Long enough for his life to end. A flash of lightning shot down 
next to the house, illuminating him. 

Jaygo saw a long shadow down the hallway. He snapped alert. 
Was it possible? Was the murderer still there? 

Jaygo walked to the hallway, where the source of the shadow was. 
He turned and saw a trail of blood leading from the living room to the 
back, where the glass door was cracked open. A figure stood on the back 
terrace, draped in a black cloak, turned away from the house. 
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Jaygo’s heart quickened, and his vision focused. He couldn’t feel 
himself walking as he moved to the back. 

As he stumbled onto the back terrace, the figure turned his head. 
Another flash of lightning crashed down. 

It was Lynn; his face was covered in blood. Hanging in his right 
hand was a carving knife dripping with a dark liquid. He smiled at Jaygo 
with his soft, green eyes. 

The rain poured down over the two of them. 

Jaygo couldn’t move. It’s impossible. It has to be a lie. 

Lynn promised that he would take care of his family. Lynn had 
been family. Lynn had been his older brother in all but blood. 

“Welcome home, Jaygo,” Lynn said, throwing his hood back. 

Lynn’s orange hair started to wave like a raging fire in the storm. 

This has to be a crazy dream. This can’t be real. I'll wake up and 
still be training in the mountains with Master. There’s no way that Lynn 
could do this. 

Jaygo’s vision blurred, and his hearing muffled. He couldn’t stop 
looking at the bloody carving knife in Lynn’s hand—drip, drip, drip. Like 
the rain from above, his family’s blood pelted the terrace. 

Each drop was a happy memory. Jaygo, his father, Ian, and Lynn 
fishing in the lake near his house. His mom holding him, keeping him 
warm. Ian tinkering with everything in the house to see how it worked. 
Lynn letting him joyride in his hovercar on Jaygo’s thirteenth birthday, 
right before he left to train with Master Jiryuku. 

They were all dripping away. Jaygo felt his agony slipping. His 
heart calmed down as a new feeling replaced his terror. His trembling 
stopped. A fire in his body spread from the pit of his core to his fingertips. 
His hearing cleared; his vision sharpened. 

He looked at Lynn, no longer the scared boy who entered the 
house. 

“Why did you do it, Lynn?” Jaygo growled, standing firm, his fists 
clenched. 


Lynn looked away from him and turned to the cliffside, where the 
valley and forest began. He looked toward the city, which was a few miles 
away. It was the only thing that cast light on the terrace. Jaygo watched 
as Lynn dropped the knife. It fell soundlessly into the gorge that separated 
his house from the forest. 

“You were my best friend. Why, Lynn? Tell me why!” 

Lynn turned back to him, that smile still on his face. Jaygo felt 
chills run down his spine. Lynn spread his arms wide. 

“Goodbye,” Lynn said. 

He fell backward over the terrace rail straight into the gorge below. 

Jaygo reached out, his heart leaping out too. 

“No!” 

He wasn’t fast enough. Lynn was gone. Jaygo felt cold, which had 
nothing to do with how wet he was. 

A roar like thunder shook near the terrace, knocking Jaygo to the 
ground. Jaygo watched as an object rose from the gorge in a smoky green 
flame. It was a monster. 

No, it was Lynn. He was covered in some sort of pitch-black 
exosuit, his face exposed. Emerald flames held him up in the air. The suit 
was sleek and pointed. It looked like a demon from Jaygo’s nightmares, 
with spikes protruding from its elbows, knees, and shoulders. The rain 
caught the suit, and every drop zapped and evaporated as if shocked. Lynn 
kept smiling at him, his face covered in blood, his hair waving in the wind. 

Jaygo stumbled back. He had never seen a suit like it before. 

A helmet formed around Lynn’s face, with yellow eyes and two 
ebony horns. Jaygo shook his head. Lynn really had become a demon. 

“Find me,” Lynn said, his voice distorted, demonized, “and kill 

Lynn rocketed into the stormy night, leaving Jaygo screaming in 
the rain. 

“No!” Jaygo shouted, “No!” 


Jaygo was surrounded by darkness. The rain was gone. He was no 
longer on the back terrace. He was in a void. All that was left was Lynn. 
Everyone else was gone. His dad. His mom. Ian. Lynn took them away. 

Jaygo snapped back into reality, the void dispelling. He could still 
see Lynn flying away, moving toward the city. 

I know what I have to do. 

Jaygo clapped his hands together and gathered Ti, the mystical 
energy he had spent mastering over the past five years. It surrounded him, 
covering his body in a soft blue glow. His senses sharpened. He could still 
catch up to Lynn. 

He jumped from the terrace ten meters into the air. He chased after 
the trail of black smoke that Lynn left. 

Jaygo dropped to the ground, right over the gorge, mud splashing 
over him. His eyes never left Lynn’s fleeing figure. He felt Ti strengthen 
his body as he ran forward. He didn’t know how fast he ran, fast enough 
for the rain droplets to feel like bullets across his flesh. 

He didn’t care. The pain pushed him forward, gave him life. His 
arms trembled, his legs shook, and a bestial roar escaped his mouth. He 
would not let Lynn get away. 

Through the trees, Jaygo could still see Lynn flying. He leaped out 
of the forest onto one of the houses on the city’s outskirts. Lynn was so 
close. Jaygo could reach him. 

In a final push, Jaygo jumped up into the air. He was millimeters 
away from Lynn. 

Lynn looked back at him, and time froze. He felt like Lynn was 
trying to tell him something. Jaygo needed to know what it was. His hand 
almost grabbed Lynn’s. 

And then it all came crashing down. Jaygo’s Ti vanished. It was 
like being punched in the gut. He started falling. Lynn was getting away. 

He crashed onto a roof, the tiles sliding beneath him as he barreled 
out of control. He heard a crunch but didn’t feel it as he landed on the 
ground. All Jaygo could feel was numbness. 


He rolled over and stared at the sky. Rain pelted his face. Thunder 
shook the air. Jaygo tried to sit up. 

He looked at his hand. He couldn’t feel his Ti at all anymore. Why 
had it disappeared when he needed it most? 

Jaygo looked where Lynn had rocketed off. What could Lynn want 
with Atoli? 

He gasped as he saw a dark monstrosity streak across the sky 
toward the city. It was black, triangular, and jagged. It looked like a 
dropship from the war stories his grandfather had told him. 

He watched as hundreds of black dots descended into the city. 
Fires began to dot the skyscrapers. 

Jaygo’s eyes widened as he witnessed the horrors. This wasn’t just 
a murder. This was an attack. Lynn, the explosions, his family, they were 
all connected. Jaygo reached out. He had to stop it. He had to get up. The 
people needed his help. 

He collapsed back down, his head spinning. Lynn had killed his 
family, and someone was attacking Atoli. 

“Lynn,” he whispered as darkness started to take him, “Why?” 


ACT I: THE LEVIATHAN 
COMPANY 


Chapter | 

It was an unprecedented 

attack. The Iratians and the 

Corvans always had good 

relations. I found myself a 
stranger immediately. It 
was a miracle I survived. 

- Peno Tep: Corvan Reporter 


A hand reached out to him. Jaygo couldn’t make out the details of 
the person. The bright light behind the man nearly blinded him. 

As the man stepped closer, Jaygo saw his brown eyes, unshaven 
face, and Iratian Army uniform. 

“You’ve had a rough go of it,” the man said as he pulled Jaygo 
out of the mud, “But it looks like you can take care of yourself.” 

He motioned behind him. Jaygo looked back in the middle of the 
street, where dozens of Corvan corpses littered the ground. They all had 
suits similar to Lynn’s, except theirs were camo green. 

Jaygo frowned. The shock of his first kill hadn’t worn off yet. 
Jaygo wiped the mud and blood off his face. 

“They left me no choice,” Jaygo said. 

He thought back to when they had descended into his 
neighborhood. All he could think of was seeing his dead family and the 
pain of what Lynn had done. 

The man put a hand on Jaygo’s shoulder. Jaygo turned and looked 
at him. Jaygo saw the same pain that he felt in that man’s eyes. 

“I know,” the man said, “Trust me, I know.” 

“Who are you?” Jaygo asked. 

The man smiled, “I’m Captain Hiroshi Maeda; we’ve been sent 
here to help.” 

“Hey Jaygo, are you in there?” Tigo said, interrupting Jaygo’s 
memory. 
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Jaygo snapped back to the present. He was in the throne room of 
the Irati Capital, Atoli. He had only been to the palace a couple of times, 
despite being the Captain of the Leviathan Company. 

He remembered when he first joined. 

“T could use someone like you,” Captain Maeda said, panting as 
he collapsed in exhaustion, “Join my team.” 

Jaygo looked down at him, wiping the dirt off his own face, “My 
only goal is to find Lynn. Being in the army would slow me down.” 

Hiroshi sighed. Even back then, he looked sick of war, “I don’t 
think so. And the Leviathan Company could use a kid like you.” 

Jaygo stood in his Full Metal Exosuit (FME), which he called the 
Axial, a mechanized suit of armor that fit tightly around his body. It stood 
slightly over two meters tall in crimson and white painted steel. It was the 
same kind of exosuit Lynn had that night. 

Lynn’s horns and pale, yellow eyes flashed into Jaygo’s mind. 

Jaygo looked down at his weapons. On his waist were a small 
pistol and a phase sword—a high-frequency vibrating blade. How many 
of those swords and guns had he gone through? 1000? Maybe more? The 
war had lasted an eternity. 

Jaygo sighed inside his temperature-controlled unit, the 
microphone in his helmet resounding to Tigo, a fellow Leviathan 
Company soldier beside him. 

“Getting a little anxious?” Tigo asked, standing in an FME like 
Jaygo’s, though he was several centimeters shorter. 

“Just lost in thought,” Jaygo said. 

Tigo nodded, “I feel you. Remembering all the horrible stuff he 
did to us is bound to make anyone on edge.” 

Jaygo would never forget the sweet fragrance mingled with rotting 
flesh that made up the Blood Bouquet. 

The petals flew around Jaygo and Hiroshi in a breeze that swept 
through the valley. It was nearing the end of the night. The storm had 
finished, but the muddy ground was mingled with blood. A flash of 
lightning lit up the sky, illuminating three figures. 
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Jaygo had nearly forgotten that horrifying night in the eight 
months that had passed since joining the Leviathan Company. Hiroshi 
had helped him move on. Lynn was only a demon from his nightmares 
now. Or so he thought. 

But here the demon was again, standing in front of him, its eyes 
glowing yellow. Lynn had returned. 

“What have you become?” Jaygo asked, “You were my best 
friend. What, what are you?” 

“I’m what’s necessary,” Lynn answered, “I’m here to push you 
on, to prepare you.” 

“Jaygo,” Captain Maeda said, “Listen carefully. I need you to 
survive this. I need you to fly away. I'll hold this demon off. You need to 
lead the Leviathan Company without me. It can’t lose both of us.” 

“Captain,” Jaygo said, his voice calm, “I won’t leave you here 
alone. I need you! Lynn is my fight.” 

Lynn smirked, making Jaygo’s stomach churn. 

“You have the strength to end this,” Hiroshi said, looking back at 
Jaygo. “You can beat this demon and end the war. I believe in you. But 
right now, you need to survive.” 

Lynn took out a prototype phase sword. It was long, haggard, and 
made a high-pitched ring. 

“Lynn,” Jaygo pleaded as Lynn raised his blade, “Don’t!” 

“Get stronger, Jaygo,” Lynn said as he sliced downward. 

A little over three years had passed since then. Lynn had become 
the leading General of the Corvan Army. 

Jaygo wondered if any of their relationship had been real. Or had 
Lynn planned to betray him all along? 

Jaygo winced and gritted his teeth as he remembered his family’s 
bodies strewn across the ground, as Lynn killed Captain Maeda, as Jaygo 
watched his first girlfriend and comrade, Kanojo, nearly get cut in two by 
Lynn’s blade, and most recently, when his partner, the previous lieutenant 
captain of the Leviathan Company, Raitou, exploded into a million pieces. 

Each one was a drop of blood that dripped down the knife that 
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Lynn had used that night. Each one replaced the happy memories Jaygo 
had with his comrades. 

Jaygo felt his heart ache. Sometimes he wondered why he stayed 
in the army. If he had been alone, maybe no one else would have died. 
Maybe Captain Maeda would still be leading the Leviathan Company. 

He remembered all their deaths. Originally, there were 250 people 
in the Company. After Captain Maeda’s death, Lynn had reduced their 
numbers to twelve, smaller than a platoon. 

Jaygo didn’t fill his company after that initial battle. He thought it 
was better that way. He wouldn’t let any random person take on his 
burden. The eleven people in his company had gone through the same 
experiences he did. Even the three newer members had someone taken 
from them by Lynn. They all hated Lynn just as much. 

Lynn had affected so many people; he had taken everything away 
from Jaygo. So why was Lynn coming now? After so much death? After 
doing so much damage? 

That’s why he was there, in the throne room. Lynn’s people, the 
Corvans, were going to sign a peace treaty with Jaygo’s people, the 
Iratians. 

Jaygo could feel his anger boil as he thought about Lynn. After all 
he had done, after everyone he had killed, he was going to ask for peace? 

Jaygo scoffed, “I can’t believe the emperor is considering this. 
There’s no way this isn’t a trap. Lynn isn’t the type of person to settle for 
peace.” 

Tigo shook his head and looked down, “I know. After all, that’s 
happened, it seems ridiculous that it should all end now. Let’s hope King 
Yacket has a little more compassion than Lynn.” 

Singh Yacket, the king of Corva. Lynn’s king. Jaygo’s enemy. It 
was his forces that attacked the city that night four years ago. It was King 
Yacket who had ordered Lynn to kill his parents. It was Yacket’s fault 
that Lynn had turned into this demon. 
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Jaygo didn’t know he could hate someone so much when he didn’t 
even know them. In his opinion, King Yacket was nearly as guilty as Lynn 
was. 

“T doubt it,’ Jaygo said, remembering the dark night, “I don’t 
know if he has any real power. As long as Lynn remains in command of 
the Corvan Army, he’ll set the terms of negotiation.” 

“You really think Lynn is controlling Yacket?” Tigo asked as he 
straightened up. 

“Either way, it doesn’t matter,” Jaygo said, “I have a hard time 
believing any good will come of today.” 

“Don’t you think you’re getting too personal about this?” Tigo 
asked. 

Jaygo clenched his fists, “How could you say that? After 
everything Lynn’s done, you still think it’s about me?” 

“Give Yacket more credit,” Tigo said, “He is King, after all. He 
knows how heavy the death toll has been on both sides. He may truly want 
peace.” 

Jaygo broke his posture and shook his hand in front of Tigo, “No! 
You can’t buy into that crap! You know how Lynn plays.” 

A third voice broke through their comms, “Jaygo! What are you 
doing? Get back in line.” 

Jaygo hurried back to his position and glanced at the person who 
yelled at him, Tyrn Ridner. She stood in her FME, which was similarly 
red and crimson. She was his second in command, the new Lieutenant 
Captain of the Leviathan Company. 

“You know, Lieutenant,” Jaygo said through his comms, “You 
really shouldn’t give orders to your commanding officers.” 

“When you start acting like a captain, I won’t,” Tyrn said before 
spitting, “Sir.” 

Jaygo smirked. She had him there. 

“Stop acting like children, all of you,” Jaled interjected as he stood 
beside Tyrn, his deep, hoarse voice breaking their tension. 
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Jaled Stalls stood nearly a third of a meter taller than Tyrn in his 
FME. Like Tigo, he was also an Ensign in the Leviathan Company and 
seventh in command. 

Jaled was nearly twice as old as the rest of the members of the 
Company. He had been fighting in wars for over twenty years. His FME 
matched him. Unlike the others, the paint was fading, and the gray steel 
had started showing. 

“The Emperor will arrive in a few moments,” he said, “If you act 
like this in front of him, you’ll disgrace the entire nation!” 

“Sorry, everyone,” Jaygo apologized, “Resume your positions.” 

A few moments after everyone had restored their posture, the 
doors to the elegant palace room opened. 

Standing close to the entrance, the other palace guards knelt as 
three people entered. Unlike the Leviathan Company, those soldiers had 
no FME. Instead, they were dressed in the regal crimson tabard, holding 
only a rifle. 

The room was large, the crimson carpets gilded with golden 
eagles, the marble columns stretching nearly ten meters high. The throne 
was at the back of the room, which opened into a dome. Behind where the 
four stood, there was a large stained-glass window, which basked in the 
morning light and depicted a large man dressed in a white robe, golden 
rays of light exiting from his body. If one looked closely, it was possible 
to see the ocean and the port from the window. 

The person who entered the room first was a middle-aged man, 
with a deep jawline, almond-shaped eyes, and dark irises, just like 
Jaygo’s. His once-black hair was starting to gray. He had deep bags under 
his eyes. 

Emperor Aritomo Yokubo wore a bulky FME adorned with six 
ceremonial phase swords trimmed with gold at his waist. His helmet was 
off. 

On his right was the Empress, Lady Akane, her flowing, crimson 
silk robes dragging on the floor behind her. She had black hair tied into 
an intricate knot, almond-shaped eyes, and nearly black irises. 
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On the Emperor’s left was his son, Torashi Yokubo, the heir to the 
Iratian Empire. He also wore an FME, though his FME was less elaborate 
than his father’s. 

The three walked up the few steps that separated the entrance from 
the throne. The Emperor sat down on the throne, the Empress stood at his 
right, and the heir stood at his left. 

Jaygo noticed sweat dripping down the Emperor’s brow. The war 
had been devastating to both sides. There had been some twenty million 
Iratian deaths alone and thirty million Corvan. There wasn’t a soul in the 
country that hadn’t had a father, son, or brother die in the war, including 
the Emperor, whose first-born son had died six months earlier. 

Jaygo remembered the battle with bitterness. The Emperor’s first 
son, Naruhito Yokubo, had been his friend. He had been the one to raise 
the Leviathan Company to a special forces division. He was the one who 
helped Jaygo track Lynn down. And Jaygo had failed him. He 
remembered Naruhito’s look of resignation as Lynn’s flames consumed 
him in the fight after Lynn killed Raitou. 

Jaygo would never forgive Lynn for that. However, this peace 
treaty wasn’t for him to decide. Jaygo knew Emperor Yokubo would give 
up his life if it meant ending the war. To the Emperor, this peace treaty 
meant everything. 

The Emperor looked at Jaygo and motioned to come closer to him. 

“Yes, sire?” Jaygo asked as he knelt before the Emperor. 

“T trust that you have the palace well protected, Captain?” the 
Emperor asked. 

“If the Corvans do decide to attack, lord, then we’ll be well 
prepared for them,” Jaygo responded. 

The Emperor nodded, “I doubt it will come to that. I trust King 
Yacket will be perfectly civil.”” However,” the Emperor hesitated while 
narrowing his eyes at Jaygo, “he is bringing General Forsigth with him.” 

Jaygo gritted his teeth, “I’m sure he’s planning something.” 
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“Do not let your emotions get the better of you, Captain,” Emperor 
Yokubo advised. “Unless Lynn does something to provoke this peace 
conference, you are not to interfere. Do you understand?” 

Jaygo clenched his fists, “Yes, my lord.” 

The Emperor motioned for Jaygo to return to his post. Jaygo did 
so, even more on edge than he was before. His blood boiled as he tapped 
his foot. 

A deep masculine voice came through Jaygo’s comms, “Captain, 
is the Emperor secure?” 

Jaygo switched his comms to private mode so no one else could 
hear him, “Affirmative, General. We are ready for the enemy to 
approach.” 

General Tomath responded, “That’s good to hear, Captain. I’m 
sending them through now.” 

Jaygo hesitated briefly, “General, Is Lynn with them?” 

“Yes,” General Tomath said before dropping his voice, “Make 
sure you keep an eye on him. Something about him is unsettling. Call it 
instinct.” 

“Yes sir,” Jaygo said, “I won’t even let him sneeze unnoticed.” 

“Sergeant Varnu has scanned the area,” General Tomath told him, 
“There are no enemy FMEs around the palace. You should be safe.” 

Jaygo nodded, “Good, Mishti’s toys never fail. We may actually 
be able to end this war.” 

“We’re relying on you, Captain,’ Tomath said, “Don’t let me 
down. Tomath over and out.” 

Jaygo looked toward the door, waiting for Lynn to arrive and 
destroy all he had been working for. 
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Chapter 2 
How do I even begin to 
describe the horror of that 
day? It was as if all the 
death and destruction had 
been for nothing. 
- Kinkoro Tanayuki: Iratian Soldier 

As Jaygo stood there, his stomach twisting in knots, he reflected 
again on the past. 

“Do you know what you'll do after you defeat Lynn?” Kanojo 
asked as she gave Jaygo a canteen of water, “For me, I think I'll retire 
and enjoy the sun's warmth every day. Maybe even own a store.” 

Jaygo looked at the canteen, then up at Kanojo. He didn’t expect 
her to be so calm. 

He sat in a medical tent outside of a Corvan city. They had just 
finished a battle. The 12 members of the Leviathan Company had taken 
the city by themselves. The only injury sustained from the battle came from 
Jaygo, and it was small at that. Still, the medical team wanted to make 
sure the lead had been removed so he wouldn't get blood poisoning. 

He took the canteen and shrugged, “I don’t think that far ahead.” 
He took a sip and sighed, “for me, the future is just a distraction.” 

Kanojo sat next to him, “That must be hard. You really think of 
nothing else besides killing Lynn?” 

Jaygo smirked at her, “Well, not nothing else. ’ 

Kanojo moved her dark hair out of her face and smiled. 

Jaygo’s stupor broke as the palace doors opened again, allowing 
three figures inside. 
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The first was King Singh Yacket, wearing an emerald crown. He 
looked like a lion, with his blonde beard and long hair covering most of 
his face. His eyes were round and jade green. He wore a fur cape dyed 
ebony. Across his emerald tabard was a black tiger, the symbol of Corva. 

On his right was Queen Anya, a woman with bright red hair which 
went down past her waist. She had bright blue eyes and a sharp face and 
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wore an elaborate emerald dress embroidered with silver flowers. On her 
head, she wore an emerald tiara. 

Jaygo, however, barely gave them a glance. To the left of Yacket 
stood Lynn Forsigth. The man Jaygo hated most, the man who took 
everything away from him, the man who had killed his family. The man 
who had killed his friends, had stolen so much from him. 

Lynn was young, 25, only three years older than Jaygo himself. 
He was dressed in a similar uniform as the King, though he had neither 
cape nor crown. 

Jaygo looked into Lynn’s eyes. They were the same pale yellow 
as they were back then. Back when Kanojo died. 

Explosions raged on overhead the snowy battleground, screams 
of soldiers littering the night. The full moon beamed down on the bloody 
snow, creating a glow around them. 

The Leviathan Company had penetrated through into Corva. Only 
ruins remained of Silny, the city that had been their battleground. 

As the Iratian victory neared completion, Lynn arrived and pushed 
them back. Until only Jaygo and Kanojo remained, futilely trying to keep 
from retreating. 

Jaygo had tried to kill Lynn. He didn’t know how Lynn was so 
strong, why nothing he did seemed to work. But, like Captain Maeda, Lynn 
took him down as if Jaygo were a child. 

Jaygo was trapped to the ground, his injuries preventing him from 
fleeing the battlefield. His FME was in tatters. He looked at Lynn with a 
bloody face and fierce eyes full of hatred. 

Lynn had his girlfriend, Kanojo, trapped in a sphere of emerald 
flames. She stood there, her FME destroyed, her black hair covered in 
blood, her eyes full of fear. 

“Lynn, ” Jaygo pleaded, looking up from the ground, “Please, not 
her.” 

Lynn looked down at Jaygo. He seemed disappointed. 
“This is your fault,” Lynn told him, “If only you were stronger! If 
only you would kill me! I wouldn’t have to do this!” 
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“Kill me instead,” Jaygo shouted, “Not her!” 

“Jaygo,” Kanojo said, frightened, “Don’t let him get to you. I’m 
fine. Don’t worry about me.” 

“When will you learn?” Lynn demanded, “Do I have to do this 
over and over again?” 

Jaygo beat his fist on the ground. Why can’t I be stronger? 

Lynn shook his head, his black FME, the Bastion, cloaked in 
emerald flames. 

“Get stronger, Jaygo,” he told him as the flames around Kanojo 
started to condense. 

“Otherwise, I'll take everything from you,” Lynn said, letting the 
sphere around Jaygo go. 

Jaygo sighed in relief as Kanojo dropped to the ground. Lynn 
smiled maliciously at him. Jaygo was washed over with terror as Lynn 
flooded his phase sword with emerald flames. 

“Tora Kiba,” Lynn said as he released a crescent-shaped beam 
from his sword. 

Kanojo didn’t even have time to register it. Her body was torn 
asunder as the beam cut through her from shoulder to hip. 

She dropped to her knees, blood filling her lungs. She couldn’t 
even say dying words. Jaygo was speechless as she dropped to the snow, 
her blood seeping out. 

“That is my gift to you,” Lynn said as he began to walk away, “A 
painless death.” 

Jaygo shook his head and focused on Lynn. His rage had been 
reinvigorated. Lynn would demand peace after everything that he had 
done? He wouldn’t be executed for the murders that he committed, for his 
betrayal? 

The Emperor stood and shook King Yacket’s hand. 

“Thank you for responding to these negotiations,” Yacket said, “It 
is time we laid to rest our weapons of war.” 
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The Emperor nodded, “Much bloodshed has been spilt. Before we 
destroy all of humanity, let us settle this. Regardless of who was wrong, 
it is time we sued for peace.” 

Jaygo stared at Lynn, who remained passive. There was something 
about his posture that threw Jaygo off. He almost seemed afraid of King 
Yacket. Jaygo thought it was a ruse, that he had to be planning something. 

King Yacket grimaced, “It was a mistake for me to wage war. I 
see that now. Regardless of what God you believe in, you deserve the right 
to life.” 

“Have you reconciled the teachings of Light then?” the Emperor 
asked, “Did not your God command you to attack us?” 

Jaygo stopped paying attention as Lynn looked at him. He was 
sure that Lynn recognized him, that he remembered Jaygo’s FME. 

Lynn’s mouth curved into a grin before he looked back at King 
Yacket. 

That smirk alone nearly made Jaygo break down and attack Lynn. 
It was that mocking grin, the one that delighted in his torment. 

As King Yacket got closer to the Emperor, Jaygo paid attention 
again. 

The King paced back and forth, “As for the conditions of peace, I 
only have two. One, you may not proselytize in our country. Two, you 
will return to us all lands you have gained in this war.” 

The Emperor hesitated momentarily, “For what has transpired 
these past four years, these conditions are very reasonable.” 

Lynn broke from his stance behind the King and walked around, a 
mischievous smile on his face. Jaygo stared at him, wondering what he 
was doing. 

“After all that we’ve suffered through?” Lynn said, “You’re going 
to let them get away just like that?” 

“Lynn!” the King exclaimed, “What are you doing?” 

Lynn looked at King Yacket with a wide grin, “It seems to me, old 
man, that your conditions are not in the best interest of this country.” 

“Yacket! What is the meaning of this?” the Emperor demanded. 
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Lynn sized up Torashi, the Emperor’s son. Torashi responded by 
meeting Lynn’s eyes, holding his mother behind him. Lynn stared at him 
for a few moments and then walked away, walking closer to the stained- 
glass window. He laughed as he stared at the patterns. 

Jaygo hesitated. Lynn was hostile, but Jaygo was sure the Emperor 
wanted him to wait. 

“The way I see it,’ Lynn said, as he turned back to face the 
Emperor, “Irati waged holy war against us. They threatened our balance 
and killed millions for the sake of Koth. We can’t let that go unpunished.” 

“Lynn!” the King shouted at him, “Return to your post! You are 
not part of these negotiations!” 

Lynn shook his head, “It’s been my men fighting this war!” He 
glanced at Jaygo, “Isn’t that right, Jaygo? Shouldn’t we be discussing this 
armistice, not these old windbags who have done nothing more than sit on 
their thrones and watch their men die?” 

Jaygo remained still. He nearly moved, his blood boiling, yet the 
Emperor and General Tomath’s words kept him planted. He wanted to 
fight. He wanted to kill. Just one more word, that’s all he needed. 

“Or are you so indoctrinated by these fools that you’ve forgotten 
how much you hate me?” Lynn demanded, “Have you forgotten how I 
killed your father? Your mother? Your brother?” 

Jaygo saw his parents’ and Ian’s faces flash in his mind. He 
remembered their lifeless stares, their mangled bodies. 

Jaygo’s arms were twitching. This man was a threat to his mission. 
He was a threat to peace. He had to die. He didn’t care about the peace 
treaty anymore. 

That’s enough, boy!” King Yacket shouted at Lynn. 

“T’ve not forgotten,” Lynn said. He glared at the king, “I’ve not 
forgotten what you’ve forced me to do either.” 

“Captain!” the Emperor shouted, “Restrain him!” 

Jaygo charged at Lynn, but Lynn held out a hand, bidding him to 
stop. Unsure of what he was doing, Jaygo waited. 
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“Please, Jaygo,” he smirked, “Let us not fight here in this beautiful 
palace.” He glanced back at the King, “You started this war, old man; 
you'll have to deal with all its consequences.” 

He looked behind at the window and whispered, “I'll be settling 
this my way.” 

And then he jumped backward, straight through the window. 
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Chapter 3 
They set our world on fire, 
burning everything to the 
ground. We were helpless 
before their power. 
- Byork Sengall: Corvan Civilian 

As the glass shattered, Jaygo rushed forward. The others around 
him sprang into action. 

“Protect the Emperor!” Tyrn said as she shielded the Empress and 
her son, “Leviathan Company, come in! Lynn has fled the building! Be 
on alert! The Captain has chased after him!” 

Jaygo jumped through the broken window and looked down at 
where Lynn was falling. 

As Lynn fell through the sky, black pieces of armor rocketed 
toward him. Lynn’s FME started to form around his body, its exterior 
pitch black. Lynn’s FME, the Bastion, flew off toward the ocean. Jaygo 
chased him as the flying cars of the city swerved to avoid them. 

Jaygo was confused. Why was Lynn flying to the ocean? The 
electromagnetic barrier would tear him to pieces if he tried to move 
through it. 

Jaygo shouted at Lynn through his comms, “There’s nowhere for 
you to hide, Lynn! Give it up; you can’t escape!” 

Lynn ignored him and continued to fly to the ocean. As they 
reached the port, Lynn started to glow. Jaygo cursed to himself. Lynn was 
gathering Ti. 

As he flew to the nearly transparent electromagnetic barrier, 
Emerald flames wrapped around Lynn's body. Jaygo wondered what Lynn 
was doing as Jaygo stopped short himself; any closer and the 
electromagnetic barrier would interfere with his FME. 

Right before Lynn touched the barrier, he pushed his hands 
outward. Emerald lightning shot out of his hands onto the barrier. The 
barrier seemed to warp around him in a bubble, and he popped out to the 
other side. 


25 


Jaygo’s eyes widened. He had no idea it was possible to do 
something like that. 

“Coward!” he shouted at Lynn, “Come back and fight me! Stop 
running away!” 

Lynn glanced back as he flew away, “Jaygo, my old friend. My 
day to die is not yet at hand. Wait a little longer, and you shall not be 
disappointed.” 

Jaygo watched as Lynn continued to fly into the distance. Why 
had he come, only just to run away? Jaygo didn’t understand. He wanted 
to chase after Lynn, but he didn’t know if he could replicate the technique 
that he had done. Besides, he had more important things to worry about. 

He opened his comms to his company’s channel, “Leviathan 
Company, this is Captain Kale; come in.” 

“By the Pits of Andor!” General Tomath exclaimed, “Where are 
you, Captain?” 

“I chased Lynn out to sea. He used a trick to escape the 
electromagnetic barrier. I’m headed back to the palace right now. How’s 
the Emperor?” 

“Safe,” Tyrn said, “No thanks to you. You ran from your post like 
a madman.” 

“The Emperor gave me the order to restrain Lynn,” Jaygo retorted, 
“T was just following orders.” 

“That’s a lie, and you know it, Jaygo,” Tyrn said, “You can’t 
forget your primary objective. You can’t let your emotions get the better 
of you.” 

Jaygo ignored that she was right, “Just keep the Emperor safe. I'll 
be returning shortly. I don’t know what Lynn was after, but he made a 
spectacle today. Sergeant Varnu, how did Lynn’s FME make it into the 
city?” 

Jaygo could hear Mishti’s uncertainty through his comms, “I don’t 
know, Captain, I’m sorry. He certainly didn’t have it on him when he 
arrived or entered Atoli’s electromagnetic barrier. He must have had 
someone carry it into the city for him.” 
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“We screen for stuff like that, don’t we?” Jaygo demanded, “We 
should have been able to confiscate any foreign objects entering the city.” 

“Leave Mishti alone, Jaygo,” Tyrn told him, “It’s not her fault. 
Everyone’s trying their best. For all we know, Lynn may have been 
smuggling parts into the city for months.” 

Jaygo cursed to himself again. It wasn’t good enough. Lynn 
should have never been able to get his FME into the city. Jaygo needed to 
do more. He needed to be better. He couldn’t afford to make mistakes. 
Not when it came to Lynn. 

He shook his head, “Everyone, report to the throne room to protect 
the Emperor. We still need to be on guard. We don’t know what Lynn has 
planned. And if he can break out of the barrier, he can certainly break in 
too.” 

Hover cars honked at Jaygo as he weaved through the flying traffic 
back to the palace. He gritted his teeth in frustration. Lynn had gotten 
away again. He was like a demon, sent to torture him wherever he went. 
He always lingered in his mind, like a nightmare that never ended. 

Jaygo tried to clear his head as he reached the palace. The safety 
of the emperor was more important than Lynn at the moment. He flew in 
a large arc as he entered the building through the broken window. 

He looked at the people who had flooded the room. The other 
eleven members of the Leviathan Company had swarmed around the 
Emperor and his family as the other guards protected King Yacket and 
Queen Anya. General Sunah Tomath had also entered the room, wearing 
a bulky crimson and white FME. He was a hard man in his early 40s, his 
hair starting to gray. He had several scars on his face, his eyes hard and 
icy blue. He was over two meters tall, his shoulders as broad as an ox. 
General Tomath was fiercely arguing with Jaygo’s direct superior, Major 
Prida. 

Laura Prida was a proud woman with dark, scarlet hair and 
piercing blue eyes. She was equipped in a slender FME, her helmet off. 
She gazed at Jaygo with the Pits of Andor in her eyes. 
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“What in Oniyama’s name were you thinking?” she demanded as 
she approached him. 

Jaygo didn’t avert his eyes; he wasn’t afraid of her, “I was 
following orders, Major.” 

She stamped her foot on the ground and swore, “Your priority was 
to protect the Emperor! You abandoned your post!” 

Jaygo just stared at her, “The Emperor told me to restrain Lynn.” 

“That was before he jumped out the window and made a bloody 
mess of everything!” she shouted. 

General Tomath interjected, “Major! That’s enough! We can deal 
with this later!” 

He put his arm on Jaygo’s shoulder as Laura harrumphed and 
stormed away, “Captain, do you know where Lynn was heading? Our 
naval forces may be able to catch him.” 

Jaygo shook his head, “Sorry, General, he was moving too 
quickly. All I can say is that he was moving east.” 

“Well, be prepared. I’m sure he has something planned,” General 
Tomath instructed. 

Out of everyone in the army, no one Jaygo respected more than 
General Tomath. He was the only one who understood Jaygo’s pursuit of 
Lynn. 

“Yes sir,” Jaygo responded, “Do you think I'll be reprimanded for 
my actions?” 

General Tomath smirked at him, “I'll make sure that Laura can’t 
punish you too harshly. After all, you were following orders.” 

Jaygo sighed and took off his helmet, his black hair glistening with 
sweat. His dark almond-shaped eyes rose as Tyrn approached him, her 
helmet off as well. 

Unlike most of the citizens of Irati, her eyes were round and the 
bluest that Jaygo had ever seen. Her natural, golden hair seemed to glow 
in the morning light. 

Jaygo grimaced. She looked pissed. 

“Captain,” she said, saluting him. 
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“Yes, Lieutenant?” Jaygo asked as he prepared for her scolding. 

“This is the fourth time this month that you’ve gone out by 
yourself without me,” she said, her eyes judging him. 

“And?” he countered as he stared towards where Lynn escaped. 

“Aren’t you being reckless?” she asked, “Sir?” 

Jaygo sighed; he didn’t want to get scolded again, “Sorry, Tyrn, in 
case you haven’t noticed by now, I’m not what you’d call good partner 
material.” 

“You could try more,” Tyrn said, “sir.” 

He hated it when she called him “sir,” and she knew it. She always 
tried to get him to act like a real captain. But she had a point, and that 
bothered Jaygo even more. 

Jaygo shook his head, “First, we both know that you’re more the 
Captain of the Leviathan Company than I am. Second, I only joined this 
army so that I could kill Lynn. Everything else is just secondary to that. 
Especially regulations and protocol.” 

“Fine then,” Tyrn said, her brow furrowed, “let’s drop the 
pretenses. Your selfish actions put my men in danger, including you. I’d 
appreciate it if you didn’t try to run wildly like a rabid dog.” 

She smiled falsely at him, “There, is that better?” 

Jaygo was stunned; she had never talked to him like that. That 
must have meant he really screwed up. He was at a loss for words, his 
rebuttal broken. 

She patted his head like a dog, “Now, why don’t you be a good 
captain and help me protect the Emperor?” 

Before Jaygo could respond, Tigo shouted to everyone, looking 
out the broken window, “What is that?” 

Everyone stared toward where Tigo pointed. A few hundred yards 
from the port, a giant object rose from the sea into the air. 

Jaygo used his magnification in his FME to see the object more 
clearly. It was an FME Carrier, at least 150 meters wide and 500 meters 
long. At the front, he could see Lynn’s FME shining in the morning light. 
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“Yacket!” the Emperor demanded, pulling out a phase sword and 
holding it to Yacket’s neck, “What’s going on?” 

King Yacket shook his head, “Lynn is operating independently. I 
had no idea that he had any of this planned.” 

Jaygo shook his head and grimaced. He didn’t believe Yacket at 
all. Lynn must have been preparing for months to get an FME Carrier this 
close to the city, especially since Corva was landlocked and far to the 
west, the opposite direction of the ocean. 

Tigo looked around and chuckled, “He knows it’s useless to try to 
get through the barrier, right?” 

Jaygo put his helmet back on, “He managed to break out; we’ll 
have to be ready in case he can break in.” 

Mishti protested, “I saw how the engineers built the barrier. 
There’s no way he could get an FME Carrier through.” 

Jaygo stared at the FME Carrier. There was a front cannon 
attached to it. Chills ran down his spine as he saw the cannon swivel and 
point straight at the palace. Hundreds of enemy FMEs flew out of the 
carrier and stood in front of the barrier. 

“They’re going to fire at us with a plasma cannon,” Jaygo said. 

Mishti shook her head in her FME, “That’s useless. The EM 
barrier will send it straight back to them.” 

Jaygo looked at Lynn, his ebony Bastion FME started to glow in 
emerald light. Jaygo looked around. 

“Get everyone out of here,” he said to the Company. 

Everyone hesitated. 

“Get everyone out right now!” Jaygo shouted as he jumped to the 
edge of the broken window. 

Tyrn touched Jaygo’s shoulders, “Jaygo, you heard Mishti; we 
have nothing to worry about.” 

“That’s an order!” Jaygo said, “Lynn’s going to open up the barrier 
and blast us to pieces. We need to leave right now!” 
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Tyrn dropped her hand and gazed at Jaygo with fierce intensity. 
Jaygo saw understanding cross her face. She nodded and put her helmet 
back on. 

General Tomath took charge, “You heard the man! Move it, move 
it!” 

As everyone fled, Jaygo closed his eyes and took a deep breath, 
spreading his legs out to shoulder width. He felt Ti well up in his solar 
plexus. It was as hot as a raging fire, filling his entire body with vigor. It 
traveled through his veins, making his skin glow white as it did so. 

He clapped his hands together, letting power flow between them. 
Electric blue sparks jumped across his fingers as he pulled his hands apart. 
The air around him condensed, creating pressure thick enough to cut. 

He opened his eyes again, his enhanced vision allowing him to see 
the magnified image of Lynn even more clearly. Like Jaygo, he glowed 
with that same power, Ti. 

As the FME Carrier made it to the EM barrier, Lynn brought his 
hands forward, emerald lightning shooting from his hand. Small 
hexagonal cracks appeared in the barrier, responding to his attack. The 
lightning took an oval-like appearance, about 20 meters tall and 30 meters 
wide. As the powerful electrical arcs touched, completing the oval, the 
part of the barrier it encased stopped working. 

Again, Jaygo struggled to see how Lynn could do something so 
incredible. 

Hundreds of Corvan FMEs descended through the hole. As they 
broke through, the Iratian port forces started to attack. Mortars broke 
through the air towards the enemy, and the sky began to well up with 
smoke. 

Jaygo gritted his teeth. He didn’t have time to worry about the 
small fry. He had to take down that FME carrier. He was only moderately 
relieved when he saw the city’s stationed FMEs fly toward the advancing 
enemy. He prayed that it would be enough. 

A figure on his right approached Jaygo. Stunned, he turned to see 
who it was. Tyrn had opted to stay behind, pulling out a large sniper rifle. 
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She knelt on the ground, setting up her rifle, “We’re partners, 
remember? The rest of the Company will protect the Emperor.” 

Jaygo only nodded in return, his eyes gazing back to the FME 
Carrier. He saw bright orange light escape the cannon and shoot outward, 
straight toward him. The plasma beam was about five meters in diameter, 
larger than Jaygo could defend against. 

Jaygo breathed deeply one last time before placing his hands in 
front of him. He focused his energy into his hands, creating Kan—an 
invisible layer of armor that provided protection wherever he concentrated 
his Ti. 

There was no warning before the blast hit him. All Jaygo could 
see was a flash of blinding light. 

As the beam struck his hands, a few small streams shot out in 
different directions, obliterating everything it touched. Jaygo worried 
Tyrn would get caught in the crossfire, but she kept low enough to avoid 
it. 

The palace was split into pieces as the remaining searing plasma, 
which Jaygo couldn't protect against, sliced through doors, walls, 
columns, and everything else. 

Jaygo started to scream, trying to pull more power into his hands. 
He couldn’t let anyone else die. Not again. 

Tyrn gazed up at him. Jaygo knew he couldn’t let Lynn hurt her, 
hurt any of them. 

A few more seconds passed, and the beam stopped. Jaygo dropped 
his hands, smoke coming off of them. He had done it. He had stopped the 
palace from collapsing. He would have to worry about casualties later. 

“We can’t let that thing fire again,” Jaygo told Tyrn, “I’m going 
to take out that carrier.” 

Tyrn nodded as Jaygo flew out the window into the smoky air 
above. He had to act quickly. If he let that carrier get through, the entire 
city would be reduced to ash. 

Jaygo fought back his panic as he saw the state of the city. Atoli 
was in absolute chaos. The flying traffic that adorned the city went into a 
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frenzy as the Corvans shot or cut through their vehicles. Accidents were 
happening left and right. The entire city seemed to be on fire. The few 
Iratians fighting against the invasion were trying to build a barricade to 
protect the rest of the city from the invasion, but it wasn’t working. 

Jaygo ignored all of that as he flew through the still-open hole of 
the EM barrier. To his surprise, Lynn had fled from the carrier in the 
chaos. Jaygo almost turned around but thought better of it and continued 
toward the massive carrier. 

He could tell it was charging up for another shot. He clapped his 
hands again as enemy FMEs approached him. Before he could attack 
them, they were taken out one by one with headshots. 

“T’ve got your back,” Tyrn said through the comms, “Don’t worry 
about the small fry.” 

Jaygo grinned. Tyrn was the most talented marksman in the entire 
country, if not the world. He had nothing to worry about. He pressed 
forward until he reached the ship. 

As he did so, he took another deep breath and allowed Ti to flow 
into his right hand. It glowed in electric blue light, begging to be released. 

Jaygo rushed forward, screaming, his body glowing blue like his 
hand. He thrust his right hand forward. 

“Hikari no Ryu Ken!” he shouted. 

An electric blue dragon erupted from his fist, roaring louder than 
the sounds of all the ensuing fire combined. It was hundreds of meters in 
length and a dozen wide. Jaygo pushed forward with it, cutting through 
the FME Carrier. 

He screamed as the metal melted under his attack, and all he could 
see was white hot steel flowing over his FME. His hand trembled under 
the weight of his attack. He was flowing so fast that sound wrapped 
around his body. 

Jaygo looked back at Tyrn as he broke through the FME Carrier. 
She stood there, her rifle lowered, almost as if in wonder. He raised his 
hand, signaling his success, and she began firing at the enemy FMEs 
again. 
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Jaygo tried to catch his breath as the FME Carrier descended in a 
smoldering wreck into the ocean. The loud crashing waves made a 
tsunami twenty meters high that flooded the coast. The fires went out as 
the flood washed them away. 

His body was shaking. That attack had taken so much out of him. 
But he had done it. He looked around as Tyrn picked off all enemy FMEs 
that surrounded him. 

Jaygo traveled back through the open EM barrier and surveyed the 
city from above. The Iratians had responded to the attack well. Most of 
the fires were being worked on, and the enemy attack seemed a complete 
failure. 

There was something off about all of this. It had been too easy. 
Why just a single FME carrier? Atoli was the most fortified city in the 
world. Lynn knew that. He knew Jaygo would be able to stop it. 

Jaygo knew Lynn was plotting something, but what? 

He froze as he remembered Lynn’s words. I'll be settling this my 
way. 

If the attack on the city wasn’t how Lynn would end the war, then 
the only other way he’d be able was to... 

“The Emperor!” Jaygo exclaimed as he rushed back to the palace. 
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Chapter 4 
With a flick of his wrist, he 
destroyed my Company. We 
were helpless before his 
power. Our strongest were 
flies to him. 
- Sousuke Kagamura: Iratian Soldier 

Jaygo opened up his comms, “All units, come in! Repeat, come 
in!” 

Tigo replied, gunshots resounding in his comms, “Captain, he’s 
got us cornered! The Emperor and I got separated from the rest of the 
Company as we fled to the escape tunnels. We’re trapped!” 

Jaygo felt his heart beat down in his ears. He had to move faster. 
He had to get there in time. 

“Hang in there, Tigo!” he said before switching channels, 
“General, Seth, Jaled, anyone! Tigo needs help!” 

Heavy static entered the comms. Jaled spoke up, “The demon shot 
out the entrance. Half the palace collapsed around us. There’s too much 
rubble to cut with our swords.” 

Jaygo nearly hit a flying car. He rocketed upwards, avoiding it at 
the last second. He shook his head. He had to focus. He needed to think 
clearly. 

“Who’s with you?” Jaygo asked. 

“About half of us,” Jaled said, “Seth, Roso, Mishti, Ben, Shado, 
Bors, and me. I’m sorry, Captain, but Tigo got separated from us. He’s 
taking on the demon alone.” 

Bors cursed through the comms, “Kuso! It’s all my fault! I should 
have been closer to him. What kind of partner am I?” 

Jaygo shook his head as he entered back through the stained glass 
window. He watched as Tyrn picked up her rifle and followed him 
through the palace doors. The two of them started to dash along the ground 
in their FMEs. 
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“Don’t worry about it, Bors,” Tyrn said, “It’s not your fault. No 
one could have known that Lynn had this planned.” 

“T knew,” Jaygo said, grunting, as he and Tyrn flew down a broken 
elevator shaft, “Where’s Yacket?” 

“‘We’ve got the Empress and the heir with us,” Jaled said, “they’re 
safe.” 

“T’ve got Yacket and the Corvan Queen,” Ilek said, “they’re safe 
here with Orlo and me.” 

“Shoot Yacket if he does anything,” Jaygo said, “He’s definitely 
involved in this. This attack was too well planned.” 

Tyrn sighed, “What Jaygo meant to say, Ilek, is thank you for 
watching them.” 

Jaygo grunted. Tyrn was undermining the seriousness of the 
situation. The Emperor, even more importantly, Tigo, was about to be 
killed. They had no time to worry about people’s feelings. 

Tigo’s voice broke through the comms again as Jaygo and Tyrn 
reached the basement levels of the palace, “I’m out of ammo, Captain. 
He’s coming closer. I... I can’t hold him off.” 

“Stay with me, Tigo! Stay with me!” Jaygo said as they rushed 
through the underground tunnels. 

A piercing scream broke through the comms. 

“Tigo!” Jaygo shouted. 

Oh, Koth, not again. Not like this. 

He and Tyrn rounded a corner in the concrete tunnels. Blood 
splattered the walls in front of them. Part of the narrow tunnel had caved 
in where Lynn had thrown Tigo, whose FME was in disarray. Tigo was 
covered in blood as he lay broken, implanted in the wall. Tigo’s helmet 
had broken off, his face covered with dust and blood, and his brown hair 
matted with concrete and dust. Jaygo heard Tyrn gasp. Jaygo averted his 
eyes. Tigo’s legs were misshapen and deformed. He’d never be able to 
walk again. 

Jaygo started to shake. He looked at Lynn, who stood above the 
collapsed Emperor. It was obvious that the Emperor had tried to attack as 
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well. His FME was damaged, his face scraped, and bleeding. Lynn held a 
phase sword above his head. 

“Lynn!” Jaygo shouted as he rocketed forward. 

Lynn glanced up at Jaygo with those demon-yellow eyes. 

He thrust his sword forward, “Glory to the Empire.” 

Lynn stabbed the Emperor through. His blood spouted in a violent 
spray across Jaygo and Lynn’s FMEs. Jaygo didn’t hesitate. He pushed 
forward and punched Lynn in the face, sending him reeling backward. 

Jaygo couldn’t keep control of his breathing. In and out, in and 
out. Too fast. He was breathing too fast. But his mind was going even 
faster. 

He had failed. He had failed. He had failed. The Emperor. His 
blood was. His blood was on his face. 

He looked down at the ground, where the Emperor’s body 
spasmed in a pool of blood. 

“Emperor Yokubo!” Tyrn shouted as she rushed next to Jaygo. 

The Emperor grabbed Jaygo’s hand. It was firm and strong. 

“Peace...” The Emperor said. 

He coughed up blood on Jaygo’s shoulder. Jaygo let go of the 
Emperor, who then rested in Tyrn’s arms. He tried to speak more but 
could only cough. 

Jaygo stood back up and stared down the tunnel, where Lynn 
laughed. Jaygo’s eyes narrowed as he saw the blood drip down Lynn’s 
sword, just like that night four years ago. The Emperor’s blood dripped 
down just like his family’s. 

Jaygo pulled out his phase sword and rushed forward, screaming 
at the top of his lungs. 

“Lynn!” 

Jaygo could feel the power course through his veins as he attacked 
Lynn with an overhead slash. Lynn parried his blow. The force of their 
strike caused a shockwave around them. 

Lynn raised his left hand, shooting an emerald fireball at Jaygo. 
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The ensuing explosion pushed Jaygo back into the air, where he 
rebounded off the ceiling and struck out at Lynn again. Over and over, 
Jaygo slashed at Lynn. Each slash was for a drop of blood Lynn shed— 
each for a different memory. 

Lynn blocked his attacks with simple movements. Jaygo couldn’t 
even get him to move. 

Jaygo took a deep breath, letting Ti well up in his body. He felt it 
wrap around his sword. It started to glow in that same electric blue as he 
attacked over and over again. 

Lynn made no adjustment to Jaygo’s additional power. Jaygo’s 
attacks were all useless against him. Jaygo noted how calm his breathing 
was. Just how strong was he? 

Each blow caused additional shockwaves. The tunnel cracked 
from the force of their blows. 

“Ts that all you have?” Lynn laughed, the blood on his black 
helmet making him look more demonic. 

Jaygo jumped back and tried to catch his breath. Lynn was strong. 
Each time he fought him, he got stronger. Or he had been toying with him 
this entire time. 

Jaygo shook his head. He had to stop Lynn. He took away 
everything from him. He wouldn’t let him get away again. 

Jaygo tossed his sword away and clapped his hands together. 

“You're going to use a projection attack here?” Lynn asked, 
spreading his arms wide, “In this small place? You’ll collapse everything 
around us.” 

Electric blue arcs jumped between Jaygo’s fingers. 

“Shut up!” Jaygo said before swearing, “Kisama!” 

He pulled his right hand back, where his entire hand started to 
glow red. 

“For all the people you’ve killed!” Jaygo shouted, “For all the 
people in the world! I’m going to kill you, Lynn!” 

Lynn threw his sword away and stood unguarded, “Come at me 
then! Hold nothing back! Kill me!” 
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Jaygo thrust his hand forward, his body coursing with power. 

“Ryu Ken!” 

A fiery, red dragon, the width of the tunnel, flew out of his hand 
toward Lynn. Lynn laughed as it encompassed his body, carrying him 
down to the end of the passage. As he hit the wall at the end, the dragon 
started to deform. 

A giant explosion shook the tunnels, causing part of the ceiling to 
collapse around them. The explosion stopped just short of where Jaygo 
and Tyrn stood. Jaygo could feel its searing heat threaten to destroy 
everything it touched. As the smoke filled the tunnels, Tyrn coughed and 
held the Emperor close to her, who coughed in turn. 

As the smoke dissipated, Lynn stood at the end of the tunnel, 
uninjured. Jaygo stood in shock. He had put all his remaining power into 
that attack. 

Jaygo staggered forward as he felt the effects of his attack wash 
over him. His vision blurred, and his hearing tunneled. No. He couldn’t 
let himself fall yet. He still had to kill Lynn. He clenched his fists and tried 
to focus. 

Lynn laughed again, his voice fading in and out, “Is that all you 
have, Jaygo? You haven’t gotten any stronger than our last battle. What 
have you been doing these past six months? How do you expect to beat 
me with that measly display?” 

Lynn pulled his hand back, and emerald flames encircled his hand. 

“This is true strength.” 

Lynn moved in a blur, faster than Jaygo could track. Jaygo felt a 
heavy blow in his stomach. His FME, the Axial, crumbled under the force 
of Lynn’s blow. Jaygo heard several ribs crack as he collapsed on Lynn’s 
shoulder. He couldn’t breathe. 

“You’re not ready to kill me,” Lynn whispered as he dropped 
Jaygo to the ground, “not yet.” 

Jaygo struggled to get up. He looked up at Lynn, who stood over 
him. 
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“And unfortunately,” Lynn said, “you’re the only person I can 
have fun with, so I can’t kill you.” 

Jaygo struggled to keep his eyes open. He felt like he was going 
to be sick. He collapsed to his knees as Lynn walked away from him. 
Jaygo reached out. Lynn was walking to Tigo. 

“Tigo,” Jaygo mumbled as he tried to get up. 

Lynn looked back at him, “I guess I’Il have to take something from 
you again.” 

“Get away from him!” Tyrn shouted as she pulled out a pistol and 
fired at Lynn. 

The bullets bounced off his demon-like FME. 

Lynn laughed and looked at her, “Oh please, Lieutenant. What can 
you do?” 

He waved his hand, and a burst of emerald energy shot out straight 
toward her. It pushed her against the wall, cracking it and her FME. She 
groaned in pain before collapsing motionless. 

“Tyrn!” Jaygo screamed. 

Lynn looked back at Jaygo, who still struggled to move. 

“Now watch,” Lynn said, “Watch as I make you taste despair 
again.” 

He placed his hand on Tigo’s forehead. Tigo’s eyes flooded with 
life. His eyes darted around. Jaygo grimaced. Tigo looked so scared. It 
was his fault Tigo was like this. Why couldn’t he stop Lynn? 

Tigo looked at him. Jaygo’s heart clenched as he saw realization 
dawn on Tigo. Tigo looked at Lynn, resigned. 

“Now, soldier,” Lynn said, “Say goodbye.” 

Jaygo clenched his fists and looked away. Each second seemed to 
take an eternity. Why wasn’t he stronger? Why couldn’t he save him? 

“Jaygo,” Tigo said, coughing. Jaygo looked up, and their eyes met. 
The fear was gone. 

“Tt’s not your fault,” Tigo said, “None of this is your fault. I’m 
proud to have been under your command. Please, tell my brother I love 
him.” 
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“Keep your head up, soldier,’ Lynn mocked, “Not many can say 
they had the honor of being killed by the great Lynn Forsigth.” 
“No!” Jaygo cried, trying desperately to reach them, “Stop 
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“Look, Jaygo!” Lynn said, holding Tigo’s jaw, “Look at what your 
weakness costs you!” 

He let Tigo go and brought his right hand back, emerald flames 
swirling around it. 

Jaygo could do nothing but watch as Lynn drove his fist right 
through Tigo’s heart. 

“No!” Jaygo screamed as Lynn pulled his hand out, covered in 
blood. 

Jaygo watched as the light from Tigo’s eyes died out. He was 
gone. He closed his eyes. He heard as Lynn dropped Tigo’s lifeless body 
to the ground. 

He wanted to scream. It was just like that night four years ago. He 
felt trapped. He felt powerless. 

Tigo couldn’t be dead. When would this nightmare end? When 
would he wake up from this Hell? 

Jaygo heard Lynn walk over to him and pull his chin up with his 
foot. Jaygo opened his eyes. 

“Look around you, Jaygo,” Lynn said, pointing around, “look at 
what you’ve done, what you’ve made me do.” 

Jaygo glanced around. Tyrn was unconscious or worse. Her body 
was stuck into the wall. The Emperor was bleeding out on the ground, still 
coughing. Tigo’s lifeless eyes looked up at the ceiling as blood drowned 
his body. 

“Get stronger,” Lynn said, “Because until you do, I’ll come at you 
again and again, ripping away whatever bonds you forge.” 

Jaygo could feel his blood boiling. He wanted to strike out. He 
wanted to hurt Lynn. He wanted to kill him. 

“Good, good. I can feel your hatred for me rising,” Lynn said as 
he dropped Jaygo’s face to the ground, “Use that to find me again.” 

And then, like a flash, Lynn rocketed out of the tunnel. 
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Jaygo could feel his remaining power sift out of him like a sieve 
as the realization of what had happened crashed down on him. Kuso. 
Kuso! KUSO! He was so weak! 

He crawled on the ground. Each centimeter felt like it took a 
century to cross. 

He struggled to get closer to Tigo. He opened his comms and 
collapsed again. 

“Leviathan Company,” he said, his voice hoarse, “Lynn has,” he 
paused, his throat dry, “Lynn’s killed Tigo. Repeat, he has killed Tigo. 
Please respond. I need immediate assistance. Tyrn is injured. The 
Emperor is bleeding out.” 

General Tomath’s voice broke through, “Captain, are you 
alright?” 

Jaygo crawled to Tigo’s body, tears welling up in his eyes, “Pll 
live. But Tigo...” 

‘“‘We’ve stopped the battle out here; I’m sending some forces your 
way.” 

Jaygo grabbed Tigo’s body, his own body trembling, “It’s too late, 
General; he’s gone. The Emperor isn’t going to make it either.” 

He looked at Tigo’s lifeless face, and a burning sensation filled his 
throat. He closed Tigo’s eyes and tried to stand up. 

He collapsed to one knee and limped over to the Emperor. 

“My lord,” he said, holding him in his arms. 

The Emperor was barely conscious. He grabbed Jaygo’s helmet. 
Jaygo took it off his head. He couldn’t hide the tears crawling down his 
face. 

“Captain...” the Emperor said weakly. 

Jaygo couldn’t bring himself to say anything. 

“Please, Captain,” the Emperor said, grabbing his face, “Peace... 
Yacket... We need... Peace... Don’t let my death... be in vain... End this 
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War... 
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Jaygo nodded. The Emperor groaned once more and collapsed. 
His eyes stared at Jaygo, empty. Jaygo closed his eyes and gently placed 
him on the ground. 

He clenched his fists. He couldn’t let Lynn get away with this. Not 
after what he had done. He would end this war with the death of Lynn 
Forsigth. 

He looked toward Tyrn, who stirred softly. He limped over to her, 
each step weighing a ton. He coughed up blood as he pulled her from the 
wall. She woke up and started to moan. 

“Tt’s okay, Lieutenant, I’ve got you,” Jaygo said as they both 
collapsed. 

Tyrn looked into his eyes and struggled to move, “The Emperor!” 

Jaygo shook his head in response. She looked to where the 
Emperor lay, his body facing up, a pool of blood around him. 

She reached a hand out toward him and dropped it. She looked 
back at Jaygo. 

“Lynn?” she asked. 

Jaygo ran his hands through his hair, “Gone. Again.” 

Tyrn took off her helmet as she struggled to breathe. 

Jaygo looked at her, “Any injuries?” 

Tyrn shook her head, “I don’t think anything’s broken.” 

Jaygo just nodded, and they waited in silence until more soldiers 
came. Jaygo couldn’t hear anything that they tried to ask them. He was 
still stuck there, like Tyrn, in the moment of the Emperor’s death. They 
had failed. 
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Chapter 5 
We thought we had faced 
the worst of our 
nightmares, the heaviest of 
despair. We couldn’t have 
been more wrong. 
- Kidarl Ooslavek: Corvan Soldier 

Jaygo walked at the front of the funeral procession in his crimson 
and white military uniform. Three days had passed since the incident with 
Lynn. He, along with three other members of the Leviathan Company, 
carried Tigo’s casket across the grassy field where he was to be buried. 
Across the top of Tigo’s coffin was the Iratian Flag, a white flag with a 
crimson eagle. Behind the four of them, the other seven members of the 
Leviathan Company walked behind. There was a hole in their ranks where 
there should have been none. 

As Jaygo and the rest of the pallbearers reached the grave, they 
placed Tigo’s casket down. It was a somber fall day. The shining sun 
mocked their despair. 

Jaygo stared at Tigo’s tombstone, which was marked with the 
symbol of the Crimson Eagle, given to anyone who died in combat. Jaygo 
read the inscription that Tigo’s brother had picked out for him. 


HERE LIES 
TIGO TOSHIMITSU 
LT. CAPTAIN 
6/14/1173 - 9/2/1199 
Beloved Son and Brother 
“And then shall they be lifted on Angel’s wings.” 
Markos 5: 17 


As was customary in the Iratian Empire, a soldier who died 
honorably advanced two ranks upon the event of their death. 
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Jaygo and the three other pallbearers walked back into formation 
with the rest of the Company. Jaygo looked toward Tigo’s family and 
friends. 

Tigo’s mother and brother stood beside his grave, dressed in 
white, with tears rolling from their eyes. Tigo’s brother, Ichimaru, was 
quite a bit older than Tigo had been, but he looked almost exactly like 
him, with his crooked nose, brown hair, and dark eyes. He had been 
exempt from the war due to injury. He stood there, holding his mother’s 
shoulders, looking at his grave. 

The newest Leviathan Company member, Roso, their Chaplain, 
stepped forward, holding the Seisho, the Kothian Holy Scriptures, in his 
hands. He stood over two meters tall and had dark brown skin and eyes. 

He opened the book, his deep baritone voice resounding to all who 
had come for the funeral. 

“Koth, the Holy Son, descended from Heaven to bring us a 
message of peace and security. To prove to us that he had overcome the 
world and that all men might do the same. Our beloved brother, son, and 
friend, Tigo, is now resting in His kingdom forever. For it is written, by 
the words of Zekias, ‘He who gives up his life for My sake, shall have life 
Everlasting.” And we know that Tigo gave his life to Koth and His 
teachings.” 

Jaygo half-listened to Roso’s words. They felt so empty to him. 
He had seen Tigo’s lifeless eyes and had felt his dead body in his hands. 
He knew that Tigo didn’t fight for Koth, whatever Roso may have said. 
No, his father had been killed in the first attack of the Corvan invasion. 
Like him, Tigo fought for vengeance, to answer the blood of the killed. 

“Tigo lives on,” Roso continued, “in the Fields of May, joined 
with Koth for all eternity. On the final day, when we have ascended, we 
shall rejoice because of the sacrifice that Koth made for us. Though we 
are sad about Tigo’s departure, we know it is only temporary. For it is 
written, “The dead shall be made whole. The final victory has been won. 
Death has been defeated.’ For Koth is our light and salvation. In Him, all 
men may be saved.” 
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Jaygo closed his eyes tight. Tigo was dead. Nothing was going to 
change that. Even if what Roso said was true, he’d never see him again as 
long as he lived. Nor would his family come back, either. Jaygo was ever 
alone, doomed to his personal Hell with Lynn. 

“Let us not mourn for the passing of our dear friend. Instead, let 
us rejoice in the life he lived, for the life he now lives.” 

Jaygo clenched his fists tight. He needed to get stronger, much 
stronger. Lynn would take away anything, everything that he held dear. 
He remembered the Emperor’s last words that he needed to end the war, 
not let his death be in vain. He wouldn’t fail. Not again. 

“.. And may Koth bless us to have strength in this time of need,” 
Roso finished placing the book on Tigo’s coffin. 

“If any wish to speak some parting words, you may do so now,” 
Roso said as he stepped back toward the Leviathan Company. 

Jaygo looked up as Ichimaru took a step forward. 

Tears streamed down his face as he talked, “My brother was one 
of the goofiest kids I ever knew. He joined the war when Dad died. He 
didn’t deserve to... It should’ve been....” 

Ichimaru stopped, placing one hand on his face. His mother 
wrapped her arms around him as she pulled him back. 

Jaygo understood Ichimaru’s pain. The deaths of his parents and 
brother were still fresh in his mind, even after four and a half years. It 
wasn’t something that would ever pass. 

Jaygo stepped forward, “If I may say a few words; Tigo was one 
of the best soldiers I ever had the pleasure to work with. He always put 
the mission first, above all else. It’s because of my orders that he’s here 
now. I was the last person to talk to him, to hear his final words.” 

He glanced at Ichimaru, “He wanted me to let you know that he 
loved you and that he had no regrets. He died a true warrior.” 

Jaygo’s face twitched into a frown, “But that’s not enough. It’s not 
good enough for Tigo. It’s not justice.” 

Ichimaru looked up at him in alarm. 
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Jaygo continued, “I also happened to have the honor of hearing the 
final words of our Emperor, whose funeral is now taking place in the 
middle of the Capital. We of the Leviathan Company were so dishonored 
by the last battle that we were barred from participating.” 

He looked over to the members of his company, who all cast their 
eyes down in shame. 

“The Emperor’s last words to me, his plea, was to end this war. I 
intend to keep that promise. And I promise you this, Ichimaru,” he shook 
his head, “No, I promise you, Tigo, I won’t let your death be in vain. Pll 
kill Lynn Forsigth and bring an end to this war.” 

After he finished, Jaygo stepped back into formation. Whispers 
broke out among the company members and the other funeral participants. 
Jaygo shook his head; he didn’t care what they thought of him. 

Other people took turns speaking about Tigo, but Jaygo didn’t 
listen. As always, he was absorbed with Lynn, his mocking face, his soft 
jade-green eyes, and his flame-like hair constantly berating him in his 
mind. Jaygo clenched his fists tight. 

As the last person finished, Tigo’s coffin was lowered into the 
grave. Tigo’s partner, Bors, pulled out a Trumpet and played a somber 
song. The other members of the Company who weren’t pallbearers 
aligned their rifles and shot into the sky seven times in a typical soldier 
farewell. 

Jaygo sighed as the last round shot through the air. He had to get 
out of there. He had to track down Lynn, who hadn’t been seen since the 
incident. He couldn’t waste any time mourning. As he was about to leave, 
Ichimaru stopped him. 

“Jaygo,” he said, placing an arm on Jaygo’s shoulder, “You 
mentioned that you were the last to see my brother alive. Is that true?” 

Jaygo nodded, “I’m sorry. I wasn’t fast enough to save him.” 

“T don’t blame you, Jaygo. We all know you couldn’t have 
prevented it. I’m just glad he could say goodbye,” Ichimaru rubbed his 
chin, “You said that the Emperor’s last plea to you was to end the war, 
right? What were his exact words?” 
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Jaygo studied Ichimaru; he was clearly troubled by something, 
“He said, ‘We need peace. Don’t let my death be in vain. End this war.’” 

Ichimaru let go of Jaygo’s shoulder, “I see. Thank you, Jaygo, for 
everything.” 

“Sure, no problem. Let me know if there’s anything I can do for 
you.” 

Ichimaru smiled, “You’ve done plenty, thank you. You’ve helped 
me more than you possibly can know.” 

Jaygo stared at Ichimaru’s back as he walked away. There was 
something in the tone of his voice that bothered him. 

Before he could think about it further, his phone vibrated in his 
pocket. As he looked at who was calling, Jaygo groaned. It was Major 
Prida, no doubt calling to scold him again. 

“Yes, Major?” Jaygo asked, trying hard not to sound sarcastic. 

“Captain, the Emperor wants to see you right away,” she said. 

“Aren’t you at his funeral right now?” Jaygo asked, startled. 

“The new Emperor,” she emphasized. 

“Okay, I'll head out right away.” 

“Jaygo, bring all of the Leviathan Company,” she said urgently, 
“this is important.” 

“Yes, Ma’am,” Jaygo responded, his curiosity building, ““What’s 
going on, Laura?” 

“Tl let you know when you get here,” she answered, ending the 
call. 

As Jaygo pocketed his phone, he looked towards the Leviathan 
Company, his Company. He prayed that whatever the new Emperor had 
planned for them wouldn’t interfere with their real work, catching Lynn. 
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Chapter 6 
We’d been at war for so 
long that I didn’t know 
what to do. Blood and 
death had become my only 
friends, pain my constant 
companion. 
- Lee Matakowi: Iratian Civilian 

“You have to be joking,” Jaygo said as he looked at the new 
emperor in disgust. 

Torashi Yokubo grinned at Jaygo, “On the contrary, Captain, I’ve 
never been more serious.” 

Jaygo stood in the broken-down palace with his ten soldiers. Major 
Prida stood next to General Tomath, who watched their exchange with 
veiled interest. 

Jaygo ran his hands through his hair, “But why now? After you’ve 
publicly disgraced us? After everything, after we failed-” 

“Despite my original feelings,” The Emperor interrupted, “you did 
save us all.” 

He turned away from Jaygo, where the remnants of the stained- 
glass window remained. 

“Do you know how many people filmed you destroying that FME 
Carrier? If you weren’t part of this council today, the media would have 
gone into a frenzy. As it is, we’ve had to restructure your formal disgrace 
into a voluntary mourning period. As far as the media is concerned, you 
didn’t attend my father’s funeral solely because you felt ashamed of 
letting him die.” 

Jaygo gritted his teeth, “So what. I’m supposed to play along with 
this imaginary version of history?” 

The Emperor turned to look back at him, his brow furrowed, a 
scowl on his lip, “I’d advise a more controlled tone, Captain. I am your 
Emperor.” 
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Jaygo bowed, a smirk on his face, “Well, forgive me, my lord.” 
He kept his eyes locked with the Emperor, “I’m not the one who said, and 
I quote, ‘I never want to see any of your faces ever again.” Or was that 
someone else I’m thinking of?” 

“That was before I realized how crucial your little company is to 
this war, how much the public values you.” 

Emperor Torashi Yokubo placed his arms around his back and 
paced around Jaygo, “My father placed too much attention on you and 
your men. The efforts of his yellow journalism paint you as nothing less 
than a war hero.” 

“Are you kidding me?” Jaygo asked, as his eyes followed the 
Emperor, “How could you be so blind? We seemed to be called back every 
other week to make a staged battle for the media. I even have my own 
breakfast cereal!” 

“T wasn’t thinking rationally,” Torashi admitted, “My father had 
just been murdered.” 

He stopped pacing and faced Jaygo, “As it is, I could use your 
help. After all, you heard his last words. You know what my father 
wanted.” 

“He pleaded with me to end this war,” Jaygo said, “I intend to keep 
that promise.” 

Torashi stared at Jaygo up and down before nodding. “Then, in 
line with that promise, we must reconvene our peace treaty with Singh 
Yacket. He’s waiting for us now, earnestly praying that this conflict will 
end.” 

“And where is Lynn in all of this?” Jaygo demanded, shaking his 
fist, “Is he hiding behind his king?” 

“He’s gone missing,” Torashi said, a frown forming. 

Missing? That didn’t make any sense to Jaygo. Lynn was the 
commanding General of the Corvan Army. How could he just disappear? 

“Yacket has declared Lynn Forsigth a rogue agent,” the Emperor 
said, “Together, we’ve placed a joint bounty of 5 billion Wong on his 
head. He’s become public enemy number one to both Irati and Corva.” 
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Jaygo clenched his fists tight, “What?” he said in a dangerously 
low voice. 

“T’m afraid if Lynn Forsigth values his life at all, he won’t ever 
show his face again,” the Emperor said. 

Jaygo stood dumbfounded for a moment. Lynn, a war criminal? 
Then this war, was it all just pointless now? With Lynn gone, did he have 
any reason to stay? 

“He’s gone?” 

The Emperor rubbed his chin, “So it seems, Captain. With Lynn 
gone, we hold an absolute advantage in the war now. If it happens at all, 
this treaty will be made on our terms.” 

“Why am I here?” Jaygo asked, “If we hold such an absolute 
advantage, you don’t need the Company here for this negotiation.” 

The Emperor said, “It’s to serve as a reminder to Yacket of the 
pain that he caused. After all, aren’t you angry with them for killing your 
Emperor? For killing your comrade?” 

Jaygo gritted his teeth, “Lynn did those things. And he’s gone 
now.” 

Torashi looked at the ground, his voice quiet, “Yacket is just as 
responsible as Lynn is.” He looked up at Jaygo, “The way I see it, Captain, 
my father is dead because of Corva. And they must be held responsible 
for his death.” 

Jaygo rubbed his forehead, “If you’ ve already decided that you’re 
going to reject the peace treaty, then why go through with this meeting? 
Why put on a show?” 

The Emperor’s eyes hardened, “I’m going to kill Yacket for what 
he’s done.” 

Jaygo stared at the Emperor, his view of him shifting. He had 
always seen him as a petulant brat, a child who always got what he 
wanted. Standing there, in his Regal FME, he looked different, even from 
a few days ago. He was a child no longer. 

Jaygo recognized that hungry look in his eyes. It was one he had 
many times. 
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Jaygo lowered his voice, “Tell me, Torashi, man-to-man, have you 
ever killed anyone before?” 

Torashi licked his lips, “I’m certain I'll be more than adequate 
when the time comes.” 

“Tt changes you,” Jaygo said, “Once you take that first step, it’s 
not something you come back from.” 

“This is war, Captain,” the Emperor said, “Sacrifices have to be 
made.” 

Jaygo sighed, “I know what it’s like to hate, to need retribution, to 
crave revenge. You don’t have the will to go through with what’s 
necessary. You’re too kind. Instead of blaming Yacket for Lynn’s actions, 
how about you send me after Lynn? I could settle the revenge for both of 
us.” 

“Are you abandoning your country in its hour of need, Jaygo?” the 
Emperor challenged. 

Jaygo shook his head, “Not at all, but I do recognize where our 
true problem lies. It’s not Yacket you want; it’s Lynn. Let me be the funnel 
of your hatred. I'll kill Lynn and bring back his head. End this war today; 
let no one else die.” 

“T am the emperor, and I demand vengeance,” Torashi said. 

“How does Lady Akane feel about this?” Jaygo asked, “Wouldn’t 
she rather you honor your father’s last request to end this war?” 

“Leave my mother out of this,” Torashi growled, “She is in 
mourning.” 

The Emperor looked around at them, “It’s time you all remember 
that I am your emperor. I can make my own decisions. Despite 
appearances, I am a competent leader. I was raised to run this empire.” 

He waved a finger in front of Jaygo, “And you can’t fool me, 
Jaygo. I know you only want to chase after Lynn.” 

Jaygo shrugged, “I won’t deny it. But I will tell you this, Emperor. 
Your father’s last words to me were to sue for peace and end this war. 
Shouldn’t you follow his request?” 
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“Captain!” the Emperor shouted, “That’s enough! Yacket must 
die!” 

Jaygo stepped back into line with the rest of his Company. It was 
no use arguing anymore. Torashi had made his decision. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“General,” the Emperor commanded, “bring me Yacket.” 

Tomath and Jaygo shared a glance. 

“Right away, my lord,’ General Tomath said as he exited the 
room. 

The tension in the air was thick as they waited for the general to 
return. Jaygo knew this wasn’t right. Torashi’s hatred was blind. It was 
bound to get all of them killed. 

Jaygo looked back as General Tomath returned with King Yacket 
in tow. The King was disheveled, his hair messy, and his clothes wrinkled. 
He looked at Torashi and averted his gaze to the ground. 

“Thank you for coming,” Torashi said, holding an armored hand 
to Yacket. 

Yacket shook it and looked him in the eyes, “With everything that 
has transpired, I am pleased that we can continue these negotiations.” 

Torashi smiled back, “So am I. After all, my father sacrificed 
everything to end this war.” 

Yacket released his grip and muttered, “That he did.” 

“Of course, you must understand that your conditions are no 
longer acceptable,” Torashi said, continuing his facade. 

“Why?” Yacket asked, furrowing his brow, “They are not 
excessive.” 

Torashi motioned his hands around him, “Look around you, 
Yacket. My palace has been all but destroyed.” 

Yacket looked around at the crumbling palace, and a grimace grew 
on his face. 

“My father is dead,” Torashi said, hands shaking, “I now stand in 
his place.” 

Yacket didn’t say anything. 
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“Look at the Leviathan Company.” Torashi continued, pointing at 
Jaygo, “A member is missing. Killed at the hands of your General. Killed 
by the same man who killed my father.” 

“What do you want?” Yacket demanded, his voice low. 

“T want retribution,” Torashi said, spite in his voice. 

“In what form?” 

Torashi Yokubo pulled out one of his phase swords. Its soft buzz 
hummed in the air. He pointed the sword at Yacket. 

“Your head would be a good starting place.” 

Yacket laughed. Jaygo felt chills as he heard that laugh. It wasn’t 
a laugh of fear. 

“Are you threatening me?” Yacket asked. His eyes grew a darker 
shade of green, and Yacket’s persona shifted. 

It was like he was a different person. No longer did he seem weak. 
It was like he had been hiding his true self this entire time. This was the 
real Singh Yacket; Jaygo was sure of it. 

Torashi shrugged his shoulders, “Not really. I’m just telling you 
what I’m about to do.” 

Yacket started to back away from the Emperor. He seemed almost 
casual as he looked around. He then looked at Jaygo and grinned. 

Jaygo was unsure of what to do. This wasn’t right. The Emperor 
was consumed with hatred. Jaygo couldn’t let him do something he’d 
regret. Yet at the same time, if he intervened, he’d be court-martialed and 
executed. 

Before Torashi could swing his sword at Yacket, Yacket clapped 
his hands together. Black lightning swirled between his fingers. 

“Do you think I’'d come here unprotected?” He challenged as the 
sparks danced in his hands. 

Torashi hesitated. 

Jaygo’s eyes nearly popped out of his head. The King was using 
Ti. And he was wielding more than Jaygo himself could summon. That 
wasn’t possible. 
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“You will let me leave this conference in peace,” Yacket warned, 
“Or I will lay waste to this entire city.” 

Torashi started to laugh, “You think your magic can scare me? We 
have our own magicians that can handle you. Captain, take him down.” 

Jaygo hesitated. The amount of Ti the King wielded rivaled his 
own, and a battle there might collapse the rest of the palace over them. 
Not to mention that by the time he had generated his own Ti around his 
body, Yacket would have enough time to disable him. 

Jaygo decided to risk it and began to clap his hands together. The 
moment he did so, the King shot his right hand forward at Jaygo. A bolt 
of black lightning struck Jaygo in the chest, causing him to spasm to the 
ground. He wasn’t fast enough. Even Lynn had never moved so fast 
before. 

As Jaygo slipped into unconsciousness, he saw Yacket’s body fly 
over his head out the broken window. He had escaped. Jaygo groaned. 
The war would continue then. He’d be forced to fight instead of looking 
for Lynn. 

He felt someone grab his body as his vision tunneled out. 

oh 2K ok 

Ichimaru Toshimitsu looked up at his TV as an emergency news 
broadcast appeared. 

“This is breaking news,” the anchorwoman said. “We have 
confirmation that King Yacket attacked our new Emperor as the peace 
conference reconvened. He has fled the city, presumably to return to 
Corva. It has been confirmed that there were no casualties. We repeat, the 
peace conference has been rejected. King Yacket has attacked our new 
Emperor.” 

Ichimaru took a sip of his beer as he looked at the plans he was 
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making. 

“So that’s the way you’re going to play it, huh, Torashi?” he 
muttered as he studied his plans. 

The previous Emperor wanted peace above all else. Too many 
people had died in this war, including his brother. It was time for the 
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people to revolt against their child emperor. It was time for them to find 
peace. It was time for them to rebel. 
END OF ACT I 
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